232                      SPELL LAND

Claude sometimes wondered whether Mills Would take
any steps to win back his wife, but the young man either
saw the uselessness of interference, or else was not inclined
to interfere. One day only they were reminded of him,
A letter came for Emily, from an old school friend, for whom
her history had stopped on her marriage day. It had been
addressed to the house where she and Oliver had lodged in
Chelsea, and was forwarded to " Mrs. Mills, c/o Mr. Claude
Shepherd, Little Nineveh, Near Benenden, Kent/' The
sour irony of the direction made both their faces hot, and
the realization that Mills knew of their whereabouts, both
their hearts sick. They spoke hardly a word to each other
during the rest of that breakfast; they were like a couple
of children whipped together and each shy of the other's
witness of his shame.

There was a succession of heavy rains that autumn. Day
after day one woke to weeping skies, or thick blankets of
mist lingering in the valley long after the higher ground was
clear. Work was almost at a standstill, except among the
stock. Shepherd lost the last of his scanty damson crop,
and the turnips and cabbages Dunk and he had manured
with such care were washed out of the ground. Some of the
stored potatoes rotted, too, and then, to his dismay, the
best of his two cows developed garget, which meant not
only that he lost her milk, but that he had the vet.'s bill
to pay.

Whenever, in after years, he heard the drip of rain on
thatch or trees, his thoughts went back to Little Nineveh,
down in the wet valley below Crit Hall, and he saw their
kitchen, lit by the embers, and perhaps by the rays of
sunset, streaming like red wrath through the rain. He sat
idle on those evenings. Work was over, and he did not care
to read. Emily would be in the next room at the piano, of
which the lowest octave was out of tune, and he would lean
back in his chair and listen to her playing. Sometimes she
sang her Irish songs, but she had quite lost her accent, and
her voice had no music in it. When it was too dark for her